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considered, but they had to have money for the
babyj Mrs, Mascarenes said so,
It kept him out late at night; they were bound
to go on playing while there were any people left
in the club5 and Mr, Mascarenes often trembled
with sick useless fury at the cruelty of these people
who would not go home. While he smiled at them
and played the tunes they asked for with his magl-
ca!3 clever fingers^ he was hating them. uGod
strike you dead. I want to go home to my little
baby." In the morning he was sorry he had
thought such things, but he was so tired that he
did not know if he had thought them waking or
sleeping, or if the faces and the lights and the
palms on the platform were real, or if he imagined
the money that his wrife took from him when he
had hardly had it in his hand.
When he let himself in at the gate3 the first
sound he heard in the night was the baby cryingj
and his heart leapeds for he knew it was alive;
as soon as he came in he took off his coat3 infinitely
precious as a part of his living^ hung it carefully
on a hanger3 and took the baby from his wife. Up
and down he would go with It until his shirt was
wet with heat, and sometimes he sang to it until
his wife told him to shut up; he had an idea that
the baby liked him to sing; it put one fist in its
mouth and listened instead of crying? but it would
not let him put it down or sit down himself. Every
night he was afraid his baby would die while he
was not there, and thankfully he would go in from
the cool of the garden, dew wet and colourless in

